C Achoꝛt Inlwcre to theboke called: Beware the Cat, 


T2 the ientil reder:harti ſalutacions, | 
Deſiring thee to'gnoe:Baldewins ſtraunge faſchions 
And if in aunſering: F appere ſum what quick, 
Thinke it not with out caule.his taunts be rive ⁊ thick 
Where as ther is a boke, called:be ware the cat, | 
Che veri truith is ſo,that Stremer made not that, 
No no ſuche kalſe favels:fell ever from his pen, | 
Noꝛ trom his hart oꝛ mouth:as knoe mani honeſt men 
But wil pe gladli knoe, who made that boke in dede, 
One Wylitam Balde wine. God graunt him wel to lpede 
God graunt him mani new yeres,p2oſperite and helth 
As he hath in this thing: farderd the Comon welth 
With large leſure, bꝛo wne ſtudi:he muſing all alone 
De viſed by what meanes: he might win the whetſtone 
E very thing almoſt:in that boke is as tru, F< 
As that at Midſomer: in London it doth nt. 12 
Every thing almoſt:in that boke is as tru, | Tinea 
As that his noſe to my dock:is iopned faſt with glu, 
Put vp pour pipes Baldewine:if you can make no better, 
Manp talk moz2e wittili:th at knoenot one letter, 
Put on your cap Baldewme:æ kepe pour bꝛapn pan warme 
Leaſt ye go to Bedlem:it ſuche toyes in you ſwarme 
Bede this litel ſhoꝛt Bime: Balde winken til moꝛe cum: 
And with Stremers ercrements:be bold to noint pour gum 
In ſtede ot Diaglum in ſtede of Coloquintida, 
In ſtede ok ru barbarum, oz caſia fiſtula. 
Ik the maker hcreof:had bin at moꝛe leſure. 
ꝝe had had from his hande: a moꝛe pꝛecious treſure 
But in the meane ſeaſon:content your ſelfe with this, 
Fo2 your Bagagical boke,a warme a.r.s.you map kys, 
O 2 els a papꝛe of ſkockes:if officcrs do wel, | 
You hurt a harmeles man: which no ſuch tales did tel, 
As ye were diſpoſed : loude lyes on him to make, f 
Which many witti things: wzites cop his countreys ſake. 
Alas J woldeto God: your boke were halfe ſo good, 
wych pou no moꝛe harme: no2 to your ſwetẽ hart bloud 
The pith of this paper, (it any man in it loke) 
S to dent utterli that Stremer made thatboke 
Theboke (often leaves) was pꝛinted every woꝛde 
Er Stremer ſa w any pece,to wipe away a t.0.2.d. 
Tergendis natibus,ſom thought his boke was good 
DO focariſpiccri,to cheriſche a ſick mans bloud. 
Thertoꝛe ientyl reder:be ware what credence thou ghive 
The truth here contepned:thou mapſt voldly belive 
Bald wins toyes do belong: to thee 02 any other 
As well as they do touche Stremer, his poꝛe bꝛother. 
And now Juge good hirers: whether he be a good man 
Of whom J write theſe things: as truli as J can. 
Ik that be not a grete faute, ſo to hurt a mans name, 
Without ſutticient cauſe:what crime ſhuld a man blame: 


Omnia ſi petdas: tamam ſetvate memento; Qua ſemel amiſla poſtea nullus eris, 
Ik thou leſe all ( ſayth he) pet reſer ve honeſt fame 
If that be ones clene gon: go home and ſuck thy dame. 
I amlothfo2 to rayle,as Baldwin hath begun 
Foꝛ ſo bet wine vs both: a fayze thꝛede ſhuld be ſpun =» 
This miche J haue wꝛiten: that the truith ſhuld be kno wen 
And that the kallite:ihuld quite be ouerthꝛo wen. Fullls, 


